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Other friends of ours were visited one afternoon by a naked
skeleton of a man, who said he had nearly died of starvation,
had awakened under a heap of corpses and made off. They
gave the man food, but he soon died. Outside some Russian
villages black flags are hoisted to show that everyone in the
place is dead. . . ."
Thus under the eyes of the Germans in Bessarabia—the
houses and people on the Russian bank can easily be seen
across the Dniester—their friends and brethren starve to death
in Soviet territory. The Germans had a surplus of grain,
fruit and other food. In the summer of 1933 they raised twenty
truckloads of grain, to place them at the disposal of a relief
organization for their countrymen across the frontier. In vain;
their help was declined. They had to go on watching their
kinsmen perish across the Dniester.
A visitor to Bessarabia named Walter Eidlitz has given a
horrifying account1 of his conversations and inquiries made in
this Roumanian frontier district, where everybody has, or
rather had, relatives on the other side. He describes an old
peasant woman in the Swiss-German colony at Saba rising
with difficulty and, leaning on the table, telling which of her
friends and relatives had died in Russia. She described how the
last survivors crept through the streets of the great city of
Odessa until they collapsed somewhere and died of hunger
oedema with distended bodies. At the end the toilworn peasant
woman rose to her full height and put the question: "What does
Europe think of it?"
All the papers printed for German groups settled in the
States bordering on the Soviet Union have again and again
published letters from Russia or accounts from refugees.
Now it is a seaman who has returned from Russia to
Estonia,2 now a Saxon from Transylvania who had been a
prisoner of war for eighteen years and had settled in Russia,
but was driven by hunger to leave everything and make his way
1 In the Neue Zurcher Zeitung.	2 Revalscke Zeittmg.

